LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

Club he had founded in Crossmichael. At that very hour he had ten
pleas going, eight of them oppressive and three before the inner
house.

(Final Version as Printed)
CHAPTER I

LIFE AND  DEATH  OF MRS.   WEIR

The Lord Justice-Clerk was a stranger in that part of the country:
but his lady wife was known there from a child, as her race had been
before her. The old " riding Rutherfords of Hermiston," of whom she
was the last descendant, had been famous men of yore, ill neighbours,
ill subjects, and ill husbands to their wives, though not their properties.
Tales of them were rife for twenty miles about; and their name was
even printed in the page of our Scots histories, not always to their
credit. One bit the dust at Flodden; one was hanged at his peel-door by
James the Fifth; another fell dead in a carouse with Tom Dalyell; while
a fourth (and that was Jean's own father) died presiding at a Hell-fire
Club, of which he was the founder. . . . In all these generations, while
a male Rutherford was in the saddle with his lads or brawling in a change-
house, there would be always a white-faced wife immured at home in
the old peel or the later mansion-house. It seemed this succession of
martyrs bided long, but took their vengeance in the end, and that was
in the person of the last descendant, Jean. She bore the name of the
Rutherfords, but she was the daughter of their trembling wives. At
the first she was not wholly without charm. Neighbours recalled in
her, as a child, a strain of elfin wilfulness, gentle little mutinies, sad little
gaieties, even a morning gleam of beauty that was not to be fulfilled.
She withered in the growing, and (whether it was the sins of her
sires or the sorrows of her mothers) came to her maturity depressed,
and, as it were, defaced; no blood of life in her, no grasp or gaiety;
pious, anxious, tender, tearful, and incompetent. . . .

The heresy about foolish women is always punished, I have said, and
Lord Hermiston began to pay the penalty at once. His house in George
Square was wretchedly ill-guided; nothing answerable to the expense
of maintenance but the cellar, which was his own private care. When

246lasting peace. But Malietoa was held
